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TO THE STaTroM

‘PAPA . CANT
Jinasay GO DOwN
WITH You T

-
- -

QUICK JiMmy ! =

T THE TRAIN ONLY L]
MINUTES I *

oM DEAR ! 1vE

‘NOW HURRY BACK
YO PaPa. DEAR "

FORCOTTEN MY
SATCHEL. Run BACK
QUICK JimAamy
AND GET IT!*

- ¢« “How'rs the chances of the team this
eason ™

“Fine; we've got a new college pitcher
who ean abuse the umplire In seven Aif-
ferent languages.”

Gallle Ecomomy.

"M, eur new French cook Is an eco-
nmomical treasure. Did 1 tell you about
one of his latest happy ideas™

*No. What s 1t7

*He saves all the lemon peelings to
elean his ki gloves and then makes the
moet delicious sherbet out of what's left.”
~Clsveland Flalin Dealer,

Didn't Show Them.

*He wears his heart on his sleave™ as-
sarts the falr damsel, who is telling about
the shallow youth.

*Yes. 1 saw that long ago. That im't
whai purzies me about him,”™ replies the
mors practical maldesn,

~“What elso about him interests you?™

*1 can’t discover wherse he keepa his
brains."

Vicissitudes.

*Tou will love me till the end ™ faltered
Hugo in the drama,

*TIl the end, Hugo,” answered Halene,
the beautiful herolna

“But thers will ba vicissitudes.™

*Listen, Hugo. In the wezrdroba which
tho management has provided me with
thare are gixteen gowne What is it that
means? Precissly that thers will ba no
more than sixteen viciesitudes. It is not
20 many, Hugo, where love is8""

And she looked up into his fice, unut-
tarably. —Puck.

Tnele Ebern's Philosophy.
*When you's dons los' an opportunity,”
sald Uncle Eben, “you wants to git busy
Iookin® for another, *stid o sittin® down

an' talkin' Wout yoh hahd luck like you
wns proud of L"—Washington Star.
ENCOURAGING.

3 ”!rtutﬂull_ !Ilm:m Qo young -mu:rl%
) A triali: “Aw. why n't yer
¢ some sentiment Into your epeech? Get af-

- beautifd young

Te Be fare.
“All things aro peautiful,” msserted the

g

Art Dealer: *Why, what's this? You seem to have wasted a lot of canvas for

§
nothing."
I.Juubgr: “Oh, It

no. ht I
pleture of his Empire."—Pick-

L
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lecturer, who was slucidating the lovell-
ness of our surroundings. “BEwven a maole
or a wart—daistasteful as it first appears—
may in time becoms positively attractive
to oa”™

“They 4o grow on one™ agreed a sym-
pathetio lstener.—Chicago Tribune
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Wasn't Partieuiar.
The Duke: “Ts it trus that you are going
te marry an American heiresaT™
The Count: “It 1s."
The Duke: “What's her pame™
The Count: “Don't know yel™

Hest Remarkable Trade.

My, Kadley: “Misg Odiey In a queer girl
I heard her remark (o another girl that
sbe saw Miss Bweilman on the avenus to-
day.™~

Misg Pert: "Well, what's queer about
that ™

Mr, Kadley: *“The queer part was that
she dldn't proceed In the same hreath to
describe what Miss Bwellman had on."—
FPhiladelphia Publle Ledger,

-

coulffieeil it to the Empercr of the Sahars as &
P Whers the Trouble Lies

Beginniag of the Trouble.
*YWhen I married you,” sneered the aristocratic hushand, “your father was W

trade.

“True,” replied the wife, with a sigh long drawn out, “and I was badly sold.™

“Tha laborer Is worthy of his hire™

=rhat's all right, If only the walking
delegate wouldn't convines him that he's
worthy of more than that"

Blundering Vialtor: “By Jova! He-he's w-wonderfully human-looking, tsn't he?'—
The Tatler.

Wife: “That's & pretty blouss, lsn't i
Tom™
Husband:

“Y-yes; but ian't the—er—pet-

THE

DOPE WAS FATAL TO BRUIN

- FE Im to be
fectionaoe!  Just w&%é- a'

ticoat a lttle short—eh, what?™

Didn't Take Any.

“Yes, sah,” sald the old negro man, “my
boy ‘Rastus hab dun gone to New York to
work up to de top o' de ladders, an' he
am ihorely gwine to git dar' wid boaf

“There’s no such 'word as fall In his
lexicon, eh. uncle™

“"Rastus didn't dun take no lexicon wid
him, mah,” replled the old man, after
puzxling over the question for awhile. “All
he had was 32 cents, a toothbrush an’
‘leben rabibts’ foots!"—Denver News

A Stirring Fimish.

Tourfst: “And did the musical gentus
born on this ranch finish his education In
m_uy‘?"

Borax Bob: “No; right here in Arizona.
He tried to conwince some o' the boys
that ragtime warn't good musle, an’ they
WJ him an' his planner together."—

The Mince Pled Piper.

“An awful dream!™ crisd the piper, aft-
*T his wife had shaken him by the shoul-
der and awakened him. “An awful dream!
I groaned, did I? It was no wonder.
Listen.

He told her his dream—in effect the
story which has been embodied in the
poem concerning his visit to Hamelin
Town.

"I am not surprised that you dreamed
such a fearsome thing.,” commented his
wife. “A man who will eat & whols mince
ple for lunch before going to bed must
oxpect to suffer from nightmare!™

There are sa!d to ba forty ways of tell-
ing & woman you love her, and there are
thirty-nine ways in which ghe may pre-
tend to misunderstand you. .

Bome peopls uln_;n your fortune In
your hand. but the majority of people
would rather what_they read in
mmmﬁ—é’{wmm-.

in Bostomese.

In the language of the natives, those 688

cows that Dame Boston includes in her in-

ventory of personal belongings are a bo-
vine superfluity,

A Fexy Woman.

“T've got some good news for you, Will-
fam, just as soom aa you have cleaned up
the yard.”
“What's the matter with giving it to me
now?™ he asked
“Oh, you've been promising to clean up
the yard for me for the Iast two days.”
she explained, “s0 I want you do that
first."”
Thereupon the obedient husband devoted
two hours to the task.

“Now, what's the news™ he asked.

L“Why, Mr. Brown wanted you to comé
over to his house for & smoke and a chal,
but it's too late now,” she answered. T

knew you wouldn't clean the yard if §
Fou frst.™ :
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